DON GIOVANNI EXPLAINS
?HAT you may catch the full flavor of my little story I
must tell you to begin with that I am a very pretty woman.
If you think there is any impropriety in my saying so, then
..you can turn over to some of the other stories by people
whose notions of womanly modesty are the same as your own.
The proof of my prettiness is that men waste a good deal of time
and money in making themselves ridiculous about me. And so,
though I am only a provincial beauty, I know as much about
courtships and flirtations as any woman of my age in the world,
and can tell you beforehand, if you are a man of the sort I attract,
exactly what you will say to me and how you will say it at our
first, second, third, or what interview you please. I have been
engaged rather often, and broke it of! sometimes because I
thought he wanted me to, and sometimes made him break it off
by shewing him that I wanted him to. In the former case / was
sorry: in the latter, he, was; though, in spite of our feelings, the
sense of relief at getting loose was generally equal on both sides.
I suppose you—whoever you are—now quite understand my
character, or at least think you do. Well, you are welcome to
flatter yourself. But let me tell you that flirtation is the one amuse-
ment I never went out of my way to seek, and never took any
trouble to learn. I am fond of dress, dancing, and lawn tennis,
just as you thought. I am also fond of good music, good books,
botany, farming, and teaching children, just as you didnt think.
And if I am better known about our place as a beauty and a flirt
than as a botanist or a teacher, it is because nobody will admit
that I have any other business in the world than to make a good
marriage. The men, even the nicest of them, seek my society to
gloat over my face and figure, and not to exercise their minds. I
used to like the sense of power being able to torture them gave
me; but at last I saw that as they liked the torture just as children
like to be tickled, wielding my sceptre meant simply working
pretty hard for their amusement. If it were not for the foolish
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